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BALMY
Michael Burke
I don’t know what the hell Marion Smith is talking about.
I’m sitting on our back porch -steaming on our back porch, really,
my wife and I have just had another fight - and Marion Smith pulls
up, gets out of her station wagon, walks up to the porch and says,
“Hi. Balmy day, isn’t it?”
Marion Smith and her husband, Noel, live downstairs in
our two flat. My wife and I live - ifyou can call it living - upstairs.
“Sure,” I say. “Balmy.”
Marion opens her apartment door, steps inside, shuts the
door behind her. I slouch down a little further into one of the two
green lawn chairs we keep set up on the porch.
“What the hell is she talking about?” I say aloud. "It’s not
balmy. It’s humid. It’s sticky. It’s about to rain.”
I think about all that for an angry moment and then
realize that it has given me another chance for a frustrated sigh
and one more reason to groan, “Wo-men...” My wife would
probably say it’s balmy, too.
The Smith’s door opens again and Marion staggers out-
side tugging a brown plastic bag down the porch steps, across the
lawn to the side ofthe garage where we keep the trash cans. When
she walks to the porch, she smiles.
“So,” she says. “How you doing?”
“Fine,” I say.
“Well,” she says. “It sure is balmy.”
She slips back into her apartment, closing her door before
I can say a word.
Like hell it’s balmy, I tell myself. Then I wonder just what
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in the world my wife might be doing upstairs.
Noel Smith pulls up, gets out of his convertible, walks
up to the porch and says, “Hello.” I nod. He opens the door
to his apartment, then pauses and looks at me over his
shoulder. “How you doing?” he asks,
fine, Isay. fine.
He grins and then he looks back at me and says it:
“Balmy day, isn’t it?”
I can’t take any more of this. I bolt from the chair and
clench my fists. Noel looks startled, but just then Marion
rushes out from inside, throws her arms around his waist and
kisses him on the neck and mouth. “I missed you all day today,
honey,” she says. “I’m so happy you’re home.” She pulls him
inside and he closes the door with a quick tap from his foot.
I’m left stewing on the porch. It starts to rain.
R.O. Ketman
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